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Vikrama and the cow that grants every wish (Wish-cow)
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Thereupon Indra said to the Cow of Wishes:   "Do you go to the
world of men and examine the compassion, benevolence, and other
virtues of Vikrama, and report to me."   Thereupon the Cow of Wishes
took the form of a very feeble cow, and went to the world of men.
And when Vikramarka came along the road, she was sunk into an
impassable swamp there;  and seeing the king she cried out piteously.
But the king went up to her and lookt, and saw that she was sunk in
a very difficult and impassable swamp;  and a tiger had come up near
to her.   The king strove to pull the cow out, but she did not come
forth.   And the sunset; and at night a rain fell.   He however remained
on the spot, guarding the helpless cow.   Finally the sun arose, and the
cow, having made proof of the king's compassion, firmness, and other
virtues, came forth (from the swamp) of her own accord, and said to
the king:   " O king, I am the Cow of Wishes, come from heaven to
make trial of your compassion and other virtues.   Now I have seen
the proof of them; there is no king on earth so full of compassion as
you.   I am propitiated;  choose a wish."   The king said:   " By your
grace I am in need of nothing;  what is there for me to ask ? "   She
said:  " It is impossible that my words should bear no fruit.   So I will
remain in your very presence."   So she went along with the king.   Now
when the king came to the highway with her, a certain brahman came
up, and first recited a blessing:
5.	" Frightened by the war-god's peacock, who was summoned
by the sounds  of  the tambourine joyously struck by Nandi
at the dance of the Club-bearer [Qiva], the serpent-king [Vasuki]
contracted his coils and crept into the nostril of Ganega; whereat
the latter, with cries of alarm, shook his head so that the regions
of the air were made resonant by the swarms of bees that flew up
from his [elephantine] temples.   May those head-shakings of his
long protect you! "   [This is the first verse of Bhavabhuti's play,
Malatimadhava.]
And then he said: " O king, by reason of my poverty I am become a
magician; since tho I can see all people, no one can see me. And it
is said:
6.	Hail to you, Poverty!  By your grace I am become a magician.
For tho I can see everybody, no man can see me at all.
Now if one is sealed with the seal of poverty, there is always in his
house the (ceremonial) uncleanness of childbirth.
7.	* Give me, a wayfarer, a bite to eat, fair lady/   * Alas, your
words are fruitless/   .* Tell me why.'   'My friend, there is the

